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waiting people instantly took off their hats, giving the
impression that a flock of black birds had suddenly taken
wing. A tall police officer with a heavy black moustache
on a red face strode quickly into the crowd, while behind
him came soldiers, unceremoniously pushing the people
aside and tramping loudly in their heavy boots.
"Take off the ribbons!" ordered the officer in a hoarse
voice.
Men and women pressed about him, talking excitedly,
waving their arms and jostling each other. Before the
mother's eyes flashed pale, agitated faces with trembling
lips; tears rolled down the cheeks of one woman.
"Down with violence!" shouted a young voice, which
was immediately drowned in the noise of argument.
The mother's heart was stung, and she turned to a
poorly-dressed young man standing next to her.
"They don't even let you hold a funeral the way you'd
like,'* she said indignantly. "It's a disgrace!"
The feeling of hostility grew. Above the heads of the
people swayed the coffin lid; the ribbons, blown out by
the wind, caught at the heads and faces beneath; there
was a dry, nervous rustle of silk.
The mother feared a clash, and she kept muttering hur-
riedly to right apd left, "The devil with them If that's
the way they feel about it! Let them have the ribbons.
We may as well give in."
Someone's loud, sharp voice rang out above the noise:
"We demand the right to see our comrade off to his
final resting place—a    comrade whom you tortured to
death—"
A high voice began to sing:
You fell, a noble sacrifice	
"Take off the ribbons! Cut them away, Yakovlev!"
A sword swished. The mother shut her eyes in expec-
tation of an outcry. But the people only grumbled and
snarled like angry wolves. Silently, with bent heads, they

